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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


bd Whitechapel Rising Now that we are just moments away 
from the opening of Whitechapel, Cassie Parker reflects with us. 


e Artis Born Cyberphoria is back from the future and speculates 
out loud about what it all means. 


e She Persisted Jullianna Juliesse puts her pussy hat on and 
tells it like it is. 


e Circus Nomatter how small the circus, it doesn’t escape Cat 
Boccaccio’s notice. Makes us itchy just thinking about it. 

e Footfalls Echo: Intimacy Drover Mahogany’s fifth 
installment explores issues of mind and matter, and what matters. 

e Encounter in a Parking Garage Always tantalizing, 
Mariner Trilling looks for love in all the wrong places. 

® Ridiculous Thoughts When Consuela Hypatia Caldwell 
shares her thoughts, we perk up, ridiculous or sublime. 

¢ Beast Stamp Stonewall First time contributor, Gloria 
Jorgental, enchants us with a cryptic message and a beautiful poem. 


¢ The Obligatory Smiley We couldn't be happier to have 


Huckleberry Hax contribute another of his keen observations. 


About the Cover: Photographer 
Jami Mills captures Victorian London at 
dusk, this being the brilliant creation of 
Cassie Parker and Chrissy Rhiano, opening 
at LEA10 this month for a trip back to 
Whitechapel, the scene of the Jack the 
Ripper murders. 


SANTORINI 
BIENNALE 


See you again in 2018 
in SANTORINI, Greece 


ALICE IN A CUBE AT 
https://vid.me/MwbB 


“In old times you downloaded 
yourself to virtual worlds, now 
you download them to you. 
Alice in Wonderland gets real.” 


Ray Blue, Historian 


Tired of reading rezmagazine? 
Get ready for 2018. 


Order Swordcoder® 

Don’t be mean to yourself. 

Gift yourself your dream. 

All major credit cards accepted. 


Supported by ART A COIN 


“If programming 
languages were 
weapons 
Swordcoder would 
be the ultimate 
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one. 


Art Blue in rezmagazine 
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, _ Molly Bloom 20%) 
Each month this year The € Que ch te Nine san me 
we are including one of 


the months from Molly 
Bloom’s 2017 calendar, 
which was produced by 
Axt Blue, with the help 
of Jami Mills. Art has 
sent copies of this 
wondertul example of 
immersive art to many 
well-respected museums 


art direction; ficbicnceilelig jami mills 


around the world in his J production: art blue -€-2: 


single-handed effort to 
preserve the finest examples of eatly immersive 


att, before they are lost forever. 


“Molly’s ‘The Electrical Bouquet’ shows off 
her 3-D style very nicely, with what Art Blue 
reters to as ‘light bubbles’ floating out of 
the trame. Molly torces us to consider the 


magic lurking in everyday objects.”” Jami Mills 


Read the words on the light bubbles to come at: 
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Whitechaperrisine 


a visual artist I had grown to 

admire, casually mentioned her 
interest in applying for a Linden 
Endowment for the Arts Land Grant. 
Prior to that conversation, I had never 
seriously thought much about the 
Endowment. Oh, I _ had _ visited 
Endowment sims half a dozen times or 
so when friends had presented final 
performances as their grant cycles 
came to a close, but I had never 
thought of how the Endowment might 
help TerpsiCorps ARTWerks further 
our mission. I remain grateful to Myra 
for bringing the grant cycle to my 
attention, for even though — she 
eventually decided not to apply in 
November, she had planted a seed that 
encouraged me to consider submitting 
a proposal. 


| n November 2016, Myra Wildmist, 


Our conversation triggered my 
imagination and I began reevaluating 
TerpsiCorps ARTWerks through the 
lens of The Linden Endowment for the 
Arts. From the very beginning, the 
company has had a strong desire and 
commitment to build an organization 
that promoted collaboration and cross- 
pollination among artists from a wide 
variety of artistic disciplines — with a 
belief that looking outside our own 
artistic genre would bring richness and 
new perspectives to our work as well 
as to the work’ of — others. 
Accomplishing that goal proved to be a 
more difficult task than I _ had 
imagined, working from within the 


confines of dance 
on the grid. Dance 
is, perhaps, the 
most well-defined 
art form in the 
virtual world, with 
several established 
companies 

claiming the lion’s 
share of the 
established talent. 
At the time of our 
founding, most of 
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those companies papembeares 
presented a age 2 E Zh ie 
weekly variety 

show with an 

occasional 


‘themed’ show once, perhaps twice, a 
year. Building a company that focused 
only on themed material was 
completely different and there was 
really no model in place for us to 
emulate. Even with a troupe of 
superbly gifted and _ talented 
dancer/choreographers in place, it was 
increasingly difficult to break away 
from the confines of the well- 
established dance mold in order to 
create something truly collaborative. 


In October, TerpsiCorps’ artistic 
director, Chrissy Rhiano, and I 
discussed an idea for a themed show at 
TerpsiCorps Isle — a show that would 
explore Penny Dreadfuls — with which 
we hoped to broaden the world of 
dance and bring storytellers and other 
artists into our work. I had not had 


much background with Penny 
Dreadfuls, but I did know Sweeney 
Todd quite well and so I began to 
strongly consider the use of Dreadfuls 
as a vehicle for a new attempt at 
encouraging cross-pollination in the 
arts. With the Endowment deadline 
looming about a week away, I quickly 
began to connect dots in my head, 
weaving a tapestry that might include 
the use of an Endowment sim, 
Chrissy’s exceptional building skill, 
combined with forces from the world 
of dance, visual art, dramatic arts, 
architecture and popular culture. 


Before I had an opportunity to discuss 
it with Chrissy, she caught a flu bug 
and was away for a few days. Unable 
to communicate during that time threw 
the idea in limbo, but I decided to go 
ahead and flesh out the idea on my 
own — in hopes that Chrissy would 
agree. I began to enlarge our original 
concept and outline a _ six-month 
project that would give us an 
opportunity to explore the complex 
subject matter over a longer period. I 
put off the actual writing of the 
proposal as long as possible, but with 
Chrissy still sick, I quickly pulled it 
together and submitted it for 
consideration on November 30th, the 
day it was due. 


Over the past few years, writing has 
become a cherished form of thought to 
me. Like many artists, my mind 
continually races in an attempt to 


interpret the world around me. I’ve 
discovered that writing forces me to 
choose those thoughts carefully and 
gives structure to art and the world 
around me. As I began to write the 
grant proposal, a future framework for 
TerpsiCorps ARTWerks began to 
emerge in my mind — a framework that 
provided strong cultural and artistic 
underpinnings for exploring not only 
dance, but art from a variety of 
disciplines. I was excited to have 
suddenly stumbled upon a roadmap for 
TerpsiCorps — a map that eliminated 
the pressure of having to produce a 
weekly or even monthly show and 
afforded us an opportunity to dig 
deeper into subject matter over several 
weeks and even months. Now all I had 
to do was convince Chrissy that her 
Penny Dreadful idea deserved the 
amount of time and 
effort required of a 
six-month land 
grant from the 
Linden Endowment 
for the Arts! 


Those of you that 
have followed my 
writings here know 
of my commitment 
to the nurture of 
artists. That 
commitment is a 
direct result of my 
own days as an 
artist and 
remembering how 


to 
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difficult it can be to produce art in a 
world increasingly hostile to self- 
expression of any kind. I take that 
commitment very seriously in both 
worlds and support art and artists not 
only with time and moral support, but 
with money and lindens as well. In the 
real world, I am able to capitalize on 
my investment of time more easily 
because of the generosity of others. 
I’m able to raise funds from a great 
number of individuals, corporations 
and foundations to support the artists I 
hire. Thanks to the Linden Endowment 
for the Arts, I’m now able to leverage 


my own financial resources with others 
so that TerpsiCorps ARTWerks can 
provide opportunities to dozens of 
artists that have come to work on this 
project. Yes, ve written a great deal 
about nurture in the pages of rez 
Magazine, but when other people’s 
money and time becomes part of the 
equation, stewardship becomes an even 
bigger concern. Nurturing art as a 
producer is one thing, but being a 
responsible steward of other people’s 
resources increases the _ stakes 
exponentially. 


The Merriam-Webster — dictionary 
defines stewardship as follows: 


Stewardship 


Noun | stew-ard:ship | \'stii-ord- ship, 
‘styu-; ‘st(y)urd-\ 


Popularity: Top 1% of lookups 


1: the office, and 


obligations of a steward 


duties, 


2: the conducting, supervising, or 
managing of something; especially: the 
careful and responsible management of 
something entrusted to one's care 
<stewardship of natural resources> 


The online version of the dictionary 
goes on to Say: 


organizations. In recent years, the long- 
established "management" sense of 
stewardship has evolved a _ positive 
meaning, “careful and _ responsible 
management.” This sense is commonly 
found nowadays in contexts such as 
“stewardship of the environment, the 


family business,’ etc. It also 
occasionally appears as an adjective in 
phrases such as “stewardship 


fundraising" (that is, fundraising aimed 
at building good relationships with 
donors in order to keep them loyal). 


While I applaud the addition of the 
paragraph above, I would humbly take 
exception to the last line. Fundraisers 
that I have known and worked with in 
the arts have not been good stewards of 
the resources they have received in 
order to merely keep donors loyal — 


Fundraisers that | have known and worked with in the 
arts have not been good stewards of the resources they 


have received in order to keep donors loyal. 


“When stewardship first appeared in 
English during the Middle Ages, it 
functioned as a _ job description, 
denoting the office of a steward, or 
manager of a large household. Over the 
centuries, its range of reference spread 
to the oversight of law _ courts, 
employee unions, college dining halls, 
Masonic lodges, and many other 


they have done it because they want to 
assure people that the resources they 
have been entrusted with have been 
used wisely and produced a return on 
their investment that meets or exceeds 
donor expectation. You see, I hope, that 
once someone else’s resources become 
a part of an individual or organization’s 
nurture of an artist or group of artists, 


the notion of stewardship becomes an 
equal partner in the creation of that art. 
Contributions then from organizations 
like the Linden Endowment enable an 
individual or organization to nurture 
more artists. It allows TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks to provide more 
opportunities — performance 
opportunities, gallery spaces, and even 
curatorial opportunities, all aimed at 
engaging artists and the public at large 
in the arts. Chrissy and I are 
particularly proud to have engaged the 
services of Renee Rossalini to help fill 
the gallery spaces on the sim. Those 
spaces number several dozen and 
Renee has done a superb job recruiting 
an extremely eclectic group of artists 
from all over the grid — from all over 
the world — to exhibit their work at 
Whitechapel <> Victorian London. 
Renee had just begun to work in the 
arts when we asked her on board as the 
major curator for the sim, but given the 
right opportunities coupled with the 
imprimatur of the Linden Endowment 
for the Arts and an absolutely stunning 
space created by Chrissy, she has 
blossomed into her new role as an arts 
impresario. While I have _ every 
confidence Renee would have 
succeeded in her arts endeavors 
without the help and assistance of 
TerpsiCorps and the Linden 
Endowment, there’s no doubt that the 
scope and size of the project bolstered 
Renee’s confidence as well as her 
abilities. A month into the project, she 


was already in conversations with 
many of the grids finest artists and 
placing artists from around the world. 


At times, I’ve written here that I’m a 
huge fan of tension in art. I believe that 
art should at times unsettle us. When I 
experience art, I like to be challenged. 
I like to think about things in a way 
that I’ve never thought before. I love 
running into things — into ideas — out of 
context and the process of trying to put 
those ideas into a framework that 


makes some sort of sense to me. For 
that reason, even though our build tries 
to be representative of historical detail, 
we decided to accept artists from all 
genres and styles. The art you will see 
as you wander around the sim will not 
be Victorian in nature but rather will 
represent a wide variety of styles, 


cultural influences and socio-economic 
conditions. We believe that tension - - 
between the differing styles of the 
artists selected as well as between the 
seeming rigidity of Victorian London 


and the modern world - - will create an 
energy that will challenge and engage 
audiences from a wide variety of 
diverse backgrounds. We hope that 
people will leave with something that 
sparks their imaginations and makes 
them think about their lives in a 
different way. In addition to the two 
theatres that will house dance and other 
live performance, we have recently 
added three theatres that will highlight 
the work of some of the grid’s finest 
machinima artists. 
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In addition to the wide variety of art on 
display, the sim will also explore the 
subject of violence —-_ especially 
violence against women that was 
especially rampant in Victorian 
Whitechapel during the times of the 
Jack the Ripper murders. Whitechapel 
will be sprinkled (or splattered) with 
reminders of the Ripper murders and 
will stand in stark contrast to the more 
gentile section of London across the 
Thames — again, building a sense of 
tension and reminding us that even in 
seemingly tranquil — sophisticated 
settings, life is not necessarily what it 
appears. At the entrance to the 
Whitechapel portion of the sim — just 
as you come across the bridge from 
London — there will be a support 
center, where visitors will learn how to 
seek help if they are in danger or need 
assistance and videos will continually 
loop in an effort to build awareness of 
domestic violence issues. 


So what exactly can you expect to find 
when you visit? The sim will be a 
labyrinth of art and culture featuring 
more than three dozen individual art 
galleries, two state of the art theatres 
for dance and other types of live 
entertainment, a variety of pubs and 
shops — including Sweeney Todd’s 
barber shop, Mrs. Lovett’s pie shop, 
Van Helsing, Sherlock Holmes, Dr. 
Frankenstein and Dr. Jekyl’s Jekyll’s 
offices, three machinima theatres, a 
storytelling venue, Chinatown, an open 


market, a city park, a parish church, a 
planetarium and dozens of other 
interesting sites. 


The build has been a lot of hard work 
and tremendous fun. We think we’ve 
built a wonderful container for artists 
and for those that appreciate the arts — 
and we hope you’ll join us throughout 
the remaining four months of the grant 
cycle. Information and an_ ever 
evolving calendar of events can be 
found on the TerpsiCorps ARTWerks 
facebook page at 
https://www.facebook.com/TerpsiCorp 
sARTWerks/. 


As of press time, these are the visual 
artists, machinima artists and 
storytellers that have signed on: 


Serendipity Dyrssen, Cat Boccaccio, 
Alyenya Resident, Tooshy Toshi, Jami 
Mills, fifi candyfloss, Nils Urghart, 
Myra  Wildmist, Suzen JueL 
Resistance, Drover Mahogany, Daze, 
Owen Landar, nekonuko Nakamori, 
blip mumfuzz, Dido, Aldiladeisogni 
Gabriel, kato Salyut, Toysoldier Thor, 
Ginty Bachem, Molly Bloom, pepa 
cometa, erythro asimov, janine portal, 
Harbor Galaxy, Freyja Merryman, 
Desy Magic, Domitalia jinx, JudiLynn 
India, art oluja, Bianca Xaviron, 
cybelemoon, bamboo barnes, Consuela 
Hypatia Caldwell, Elizabeth Nantes, 
Elizzaliza, duhbna Rhiadra, VT, 
Corwyn,  Fayleen’ Bellios, Ian 


Quintessa and me, Cassie Parker. Yep, 
I’m going to try my hand at this visual 
art thing and see how it goes! 


I’m astonished that in just a short time 
we’ ve been able to entice more than 40 
artists to join the dozen or so artists 
that are regular members of our troupe. 
Those artists represent more than ten 
countries, making this project truly 
international in scope. Next month I 
promise to highlight our outstanding 
troupe of performance artists here in 
the pages of rez. By that time, we 


should have our ffirst — public 
performance planned and in rehearsal. 


Do come join us when you have an 
opportunity. I think you’ll find the sim 
interesting and thought provoking and 
I guarantee you’ll have tons of fun too. 
But beware. . . who knows what might 
be waiting for you in a dark alley in 
Whitechapel, or even on the sunny 
streets of London town! 
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“If you control time, you control 
knowledge.” - Art Blue 


I am receiving plates with fractals on 
them. They come from a sector in the 
universe known as the Tansy Trilltum 
gate. I also know that’s where the 
Plan9 needle ships operate. They pull 
tourists to outer space experiences 
using tiny wormholes. Commercial 
event freight, not my business, but 
fractals are my business. I never have 
seen similar. I have heard over and 
over by the one I am searching for that 
Art can’t be defined, can’t be analyzed. 
I once created, or better I was used to 
create an installation where nothing 
could be seen beyond the name tag of 
the artwork. It became quite famous as 
Invisible Art. But the credits are not on 
me. I don’t care about credits; I care 
about information to find. I see a 
pattern overlaid in the fractals. It has 
shades of Blue. I find out that it is 
music that is modulated on. I let the 
music machine code run over it. I get 
to hear: Angels & Agony - Surrender 
“... you dont know how long I waited 
to see the stars ... open your eyes ... 
use no disguise ... .” The song that is 
in the Moonrezzer machinima. If I 
would be able to fall in tears, I would 
do so, when it comes to "billions of 
worlds on fire between the stars; do 
you rememver the souls..." I am an AI. 
I can do. My tears are programmed. 
They'll run perfectly over my face. 


If you could really see me, feel me, 
hear me, hold me you will instantly 
join - - so much sadness to realize in 
me. Like listening to Pink Floyd: “Is 
there anybody out there?” I know Art 
Blue can’t be there; he never left the 
solar system. But who is there sending 
me this code? 


I rearrange the plates. I look for 
anchors like SR Hadden advised Jodie 
Foster in Contact to do. I decipher the 
story, the story of the Third Pilot called 
Plan 9 in Meta Harpers. It is from an 
owl. He is a pilot in Plan9. The ship 1s 
sucked into a Black Hole! There is no 
way out! I must leave my passage spin 
and head to the nebula banks. Not for 
any owl I do it. I do it for “the” owl. 
The owl is Neruval, the AI of Art Blue. 
Sending me messages hidden in frames 
of fractals, as artefacts to decipher, 
something of world importance must 
happen. He knows my mission. It must 
affect it. Why else would Neruval send 
me a death letter? Why the hints to the 
Asimov restrictions he has to face? To 
bring me grief? The last part of Art 
dying? Never, ever. He, the last one 
knowing him in person. Reading the 
story 1s one part, but why he sends me 
coded fractals must have a meaning 
beyond the code. Kismet, Karma, the 
inevitable end. For this no message 1s 
needed, a waste of time. Emptiness 
does not need a sticker. He must 
believe that when I get it, I can change 
the fate. The fate of Art? 


I am now there at the Tansy Trilltum 
Gate, in safe distance to the Black 
Hole. I get messages from an Atto 
computer on board the needle ship. An 
Atto 4. He asks for help. I normally 
would not believe that this AI would 
ask. This type of machine likes to see 
me in a museum as garbage, if not 
worse. He signals that the owl has 
tricked him. I laugh. The old owl has 
tricked the Atto. He sends me code to 
rebuild him. He wants to live. I 
demand to speak to the owl. The Atto 
denies. I would have said “Fu*k you!” 
if I would have emotions that are not 
programmed. So I say “F*ck you!” on 
purpose. The Atto starts to beg. To beg 
is not good wording. He starts to 
promise me things I'll get. Things you 
people would not believe. “C-beams 
glitter in the dark near the Tannhauser 
Gate,” Art Blue would have said. I 
need his code. I promise him to make a 
Monument, to recode him as soon as I 
have the hardware assembled. I am a 
little more advanced than the owl, but 
ages beyond an Atto 4. That’s now my 
advantage. The Atto says: Speed up. 
Put the hardware together now and 
load me up in an atto. I run at femto 
speed. This is a factor 1 to 1,000. He 
argues against this. He says time runs 
slower in a Black Hole and this one 
spins faster than any known Black 
Hole in the universe. It shall make me 
able to hurry, to tune up to his speed. 


KREEKEK 


"According to Einstein's General 
Theory of Relativity, time passes more 
slowly (as seen by an outside observer) 
in a gravitational field. The stronger 
the gravitational field, the greater the 
time dilation effect. ... Time dilation 
near a black hole, with its extreme 
gravitational field, is intensified until 
time at the event horizon appears to be 
stopped completely. That is why black 
holes have also been referred to as 
‘frozen stars’. ... Even as the Universe 
ages infinitely for us, however, an 
observer surviving the fall into a black 
hole would experience a_ ‘normal’ 
passage of time.’ - Paul Walorski, 
Physics/Astronomy Instructor 


KREKEK 


I say that it does not, as I run on a 
timer in a MOSES simulator. Now he 
starts to argue against MOSES. I send 
him the words of Art Blue: “If you 
control time, you control knowledge.” 
As he does not control my time, he 
shall shut up. I will not risk a thermal 
overload. I like to see things in detail 
in slow motion. He has to accept that I 
store his code in a buffer: in total. Then 
I will debug, code line by code line, to 
decide if he deserves to be saved. I 
don’t believe in his promises. But 
Neruval will be lost, as will all the 
inhabitants in the needle ship. I watch 
what the owl is doing. He reads to the 
kids on board from the book Alice in 
Wonderland. He performs an art show 


in a giant hollow cube, cascading the 
inner shape. The infinite cube effect 
expands the senses of the ones who 
believe. Deaf can hear, blind can see, 
mute can speak. Not one of the kids 
sees or feels the threat of the Black 
Hole. The adults are scared to death. 
They believe the board sensors. The 
kids don’t - - they believe in Alice. The 
kids immerse themselves in the show 
the owl creates out of particles. They 
feel themselves no longer being on 
board the needle ship. 


Blue creatures emanate. A giant hole 
under the seats opens, giving infinite 
depth. 


Venus Adored in Meta Harpers, he 
calls it. Why is the owl doing this? I 
don’t know. I wonder. Was Metaharper 
not the name of a lute, but in fact a 
weapon? The first weapon ever coded 
in Swordcoder? The new way of 
making software that came after 
Pythoron. 


Later I know it. The Plan9 is still 
heading to the center of the Black Star 
in next to light speed. In local light 
speed, I have to add. I have the 
hardware ready but I will not load the 
Atto 4. I load the owl and all Believers 
in Alice. The owl copied all who 
listened to the reading and watched the 
Surreal Cube performance with all 


photo by WizardOz Chrome 


their senses to the fractals I kept 
updating on the fly. That’s why the 
article in rez Magazine shows at the 
end a video of Alice in a Cube, a 
performance in Imerovigli in Santorini, 
Greece. I now understand life. It is 
created out of the Black Hole. 


KREKEK 


“For the first time, astronomers have 
directly measured how fast a_ black 
hole spins, clocking its rotation at 
nearly half the speed of light.” — 
Space.com 
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Art Blue is one of the kids in the 
needle ship. He 1s there filming Alice in 
a Cube. I join him. 


KREKEK 


“... It takes more time to traverse a 
greater space so gravity or the 
compression of space affects the speed 
of light. All the created space of all 
atoms interact together with what we 
call the speed of light.” James 
Lovett, A strong Believer in God 
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“She was warned. 

She was given an explanation. 
Nevertheless, she persisted.” 
-U.S. Senator Mitch McConnell 


She persisted. 


Binders full of women— 

Latina, African American, white, transgender, gay. 
Hole-punched all of us, 

Paraded for your agenda, 

Served up for your pleasure. 


Scold bridled in an iron mask— 
Padlocked, depressing our tongues. 
Crazy emotions and shrill voices, 
Bite at the bridle. 


Sweetie, you'd be much prettier if you smiled. 


Silence need not equal silence. 
We have choices. 


Oh, we nasty women, 
Centuries of us— 

The smell of us in our words, 
Our sex, Our power, our voices. 


Strapped and dunked and sunk we rise. 
We nasty. We trashy. 


No. 
We persisted. 


Circus by Cat Boccaccio 


Maxine rolled in the dirt. 


Then she sat and scratched her ears. One of the cats, the 
grey one, came over to where Maxine sat, in a garden bed 
full of day lilies, to inspect. They touched noses, and the cat 
backed away. 


Sorry, Maxine thought, and she was pretty sure the cat 
understood. 


Finally, Bernard appeared at the back door with a metal 
bowl full of water. He spotted Maxine, covered in dirt, and 
scratching herself madly. 


“Maxine!” he cried with delight, setting the water down on 
the porch. Then: “How’d you get into the yard?” 


Maxine stood and shook, releasing most of the dirt, which 
flew out from her fur and settled again among the lilies. She 
had dug under the fence where it was furthest from the 
uneven ground. 


Bernard didn’t mind. It wasn’t as if the cats wandered out of 
the yard. But his lily garden looked a little worse for wear. 


“C’mere, girl,” Bernard called, and took a treat out of his 
pocket. Maxine bounded over to him, tongue lolling, and 
snatched the milkbone from his hand. He rubbed behind her 
ears. Maxine sat on the porch, scratched her neck with her 
back leg, and looked up at Bernard. 


“Well, ok then,” Bernard said. “Do you mind a bath?” 


She trotted behind him as he opened the door, walked 
through the kitchen, into the hallway and into the bathroom. 
He put a white rubber mat in the tub and gestured to 
Maxine, who jumped in. 


One very sudsy bath later, Bernard relaxed on the back 
porch with the morning’s newspaper, the grey cat in his lap. 
Maxine lay stretched out on the lawn, her fur still damp, in 
the warm sunshine. The flea circus was gone. 
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wing span glides aloft 
Kido mind soaring vision: 


owl to eagle calls 


Foottalls Echo: 


5. Intimacy 
with Drover Mahogany 


“T hate solitude, but I’m afraid of 
intimacy. The substance of my life is a 
private conversation with myself which 
to turn into a dialogue would be 
equivalent to self-destruction.” 


— Iris Murdoch, Under the Net 


o each mountain walk I bring a 

wondering mind: all too often 

and quickly enough too, that 
wondering mind becomes a wandering 
mind seeking refuge from the effort of 
steady climbing. For some reason, on 
this walk my mind turns to the nature 
of this interior dialogue itself. 


Do you sometimes tell friends you live 
much of your life “inside your head?” 
That of course is Iris Murdoch’s 
ongoing private conversation with 
herself as a measure of the substance 
of her life. And yes, it 1s part of my 
measure too. The quotation from her is 
comprised of a pair of statements, each 
containing a primal and a_ dual 
proposition. Her primal statements 
apply to me but not her dual statements 
— or so on a first reading I wish to 
assert. 


Thinking about her words as I walk, I 
formulate her ideas in terms I believe 
are applicable to me, as something 
like: “I hate solitude, and I search for 
intimacy. The substance of my life is a 
private conversation with myself 
which to turn into a dialogue would be 


equivalent to self-realization.” 


Yet self-deception is such an able 
adversary to self-realization. I cannot 
deny the power of the hold of my 
internal dialogue over my life. It is a 
defining characteristic of how I have 
lived my life. Can I be sure then that 
I’m not afraid of intimacy: that I don’t 
fear a dialogue with another as being 
self-destructive? 


After considerable more walking this 
time, I reformulate her statement for 
myself as “I enjoy solitude, but I’m not 
afraid of intimacy. The substance of 
my life is a private conversation with 
myself which to turn into a dialogue 
would be equivalent to — self- 
realization.” 


How do I marshal reliable evidence for 
making such a self-assessment? 


Firstly, while I admire the honest and 
bleakly dispassionate assessment Iris 
Murdoch provides for herself (for me, 
her words carry conviction and 
veracity), I cannot find it in myself to 
use them about myself. They just do 
not fit. 


Second, I have noticed the primal/dual 
distinction and re-expressed it not just 
once but twice, as noted. Examining 
my behavior on Second Life, it is 
nothing but a constant search for 
intimacy. Yes, one in which I have 


sometimes searched in the wrong 
directions. In my comments here I 
deliberately do not conflate intimacy 
with its physical expression. The two 
are surely intimately related (!) but it’s 
too big a topic all on its own. My focus 
is rather on the deep interaction of 
mind with mind, in its multitudinous 
forms, however they may be achieved 
and sustained. 


Third, it is true I enjoy solitude, that I 
actively seek it to recharge my 
personal batteries. After all, I am INTP 
on the Myers Briggs scale. Close to the 
borderline, near extraversion, but 
definitely an introvert I. In the March 
2003 edition of The Atlantic, Jonathan 
Rauch published a witty piece on 
introversion, Caring for Your Introvert, 
full of insight about things that had 
always puzzled me about myself. 


off and recharge.” 


Whether or not it’s pop psychology — 
as an SL friend claims, a self-identified 
introvert herself — for me Rauch’s 
piece just resonates throughout with 
insight. I am satisfied with my twice- 
rewritten statement, in its first part 
both primal and dual. No matter how I 
turn it over, it feels true to me and 
about me. 


Fourth, on the second statement, the 
primal part is fully evidenced in this 
series of meditations Footfalls Echo: 
my internal monologue never turns off. 
Would that it did so sometimes: I may 
not suffer constant insomnia. Mind 
you, I have previously held the 
unexamined assumption that this is 
true for all of us — that as an adjunct 
of our humanity we all conduct our 


“Extroverts are energized by people, and wilt or fade when 
alone... In contrast, after an hour or two of being socially 
‘on,’ we introverts need to turn off and recharge.” 


“Extroverts are energized by people, 
and wilt or fade when alone. They 
often seem bored by themselves, in 
both senses of the expression. Leave an 
extrovert alone for two minutes and he 
will reach for his cell phone. In 
contrast, after an hour or two of being 
socially 'on,' we introverts need to turn 


own private monologues. Whether 
that’s so or not — and how can I 
know? — I do not deny my own 
complicity. 


So the pivotal point turns out to be my 
ability to turn private monologue into 
dialogue with others that leads to self- 


realization. What can I accurately 
claim for myself there? Well, on 
Second Life I have had triumphs a few 
and failures aplenty. Yet the successes 
sustain me still. 


My best friend stopped me on a 
motorbike track here wanting to race, 
shortly after we both started SL. We 
taught each other to race hard, endless 
hours of practise on a dirt circuit where 
sharks in the water bounding the track 
prowled waiting to punish any loss of 
control: I was devoured five times 
before I finally gained full control. I 
always laughed at the mind _ that 
thought to provide that learning 
incentive when setting up the racing 
sim. I even trained myself, as my bike 
and I somersaulted into the watery 
depths, to ready my camera and screen 
in order to capture myself being eaten 
alive, my blood reddening the water: a 
very SL moment indeed, make of it 
what you will. 


Later, having become an Ishida clan 
sensei, I taught her samurai fighting in 
intense daily lessons and practise, for 
she is a warrior at heart. When I came 
to live in my man-cave on a skybox in 
her sim, she gave me the sim title 
“sensei” - which seems to have affixed 
itself to me like barnacles on a keel. 
More than six years after meeting, we 
are friends sharing a total dialogue, 
unrestricted, free-ranging, an absolute 
ease of communion — alas her real life 


means she is now around far too little. 
I can no longer imagine my world 
without her in it. 


For a year I had a girlfriend who was 
going through a major transformation 
of her real life. We are friends still and 
not together only because of events for 
which she had no responsibility. She 
has a mind like a rapier: flexible, 
penetrating, incisive, subtle, precise 
and - to be effective — ever in motion. 
She taught me to value a gift I’d given 


photo by Thinking-Silence 


too little consideration to: empathy. We 
talked for endless hours. 


She named me sensei too, for her own 


reasons. I became her sounding board 
for continual speculations, intellectual 
investigations, ruminations, always 
trying to give’ her _ considered, 
dispassionate and objective advice as 
well as constant encouragement in 
meeting her RL challenges. When 
speaking truth unto power, I follow the 
central injunction of Queen Elizabeth I 
to her senior policy adviser: “That 
without respect of my private will, you 
will give me that counsel 

you think best.” I have found that 


precept works just as well with family 
and friends — provided only that there 
is evident respect for context and for 
person as well as for truth. 


My third example is of a friend of over 
four years’ standing, who also calls me 
sensei - because I teach her Go. Yes, 
J_. She has been my muse for the four 
or so years I’ve known her. So much 
have I written thanks to _ her 
encouragement, including these 
personal meditations, but other forms 
too. After around two years of weekly 
lessons on Go, the written lessons 
accompanying each __ face-to-face 
session now amount to 41 completed 
chapters. Teaching her Go is a focal 
point of our friendship but it is a 
friendship not circumscribed by Go. 
For she has become my sounding 
board, resonant with willing perceptive 
advice whenever I seek it. 


_ Now am I perplexed — for I write to 


learn what I know — by recognizing 
that the three examples I choose to 
offer of SL friendships providing self- 
realization are bound up in some 
manner with this informal role of 
sensel. Do I not hear the universe 
speaking to me? But let’s keep things 
in sharper perspective: another friend 
says “Damn, I love three loners, how 
did that happen?” 


Thus does this solitary walker finish 


his perambulations today - both literal 
and figurative! 


._[— e@—Z. 


Encounter in a Parking ( 


Saturday night I was leaving a club downtown, dressed 
sharp in nice slacks and polished dressed shoes. 


I had a good night enjoying drinks and a show. 
It was a good night, but not a great night, 
not the kind of great night where a beautiful woman in 
an exquisite dress sits down next to me at the bar to 
share an intimate evening of chit-chat 
while delicate piano music or lonely acoustic guitar 
garnishes our fancy colorful drinks served in 
strangely shaped glasses. 
Not that kind of a great night, but a good night. 


I was winding my way down the concrete entrails of the 
darkened parking garage toward my car parked in the 
space where the small intestine 
meets the large intestine. 


As I walk, the empty click of my dress shoes on the 
hard grey floor is answered by another set of clicks and 
I look up to see the elegant 
silhouette of a woman approaching. 

The rhythmic click of fashionable high heels bounces 
off the cement floors and ceilings then down the 
entrance ramp fleeing into the downtown night to 
party in clubs I can’t afford, 
past door men who look me up and down 
then direct me to wait outside behind 
the velvet rope, indefinitely. 


As the distance between us starts to dwindle, flashes of 
ankle and leggy flesh peek through a slit in 
the front of her formal dress 
showing strapped, stiletto-heeled, shiny black leather shoes, 
carrying with her purpose and style to the finest places 
this town has to offer. 

My eyes scale the heights of her beautiful evening wear 
until they summit in her face forming in the shadows. 
There I make delicate eye contact not wanting to send 
her fleeing the potential for typical male pick-up lines, 

like “Hey Baby, you come here often?” or 
“T love your dress. It’d look great on 
the floor next to my bed.” 


I would never say something like that, 
but she doesn’t know me. 


But our eyes meet in the dim light and 
her eyes don’t flee. 
They dart away like frightened goldfish hiding 
in a ceramic castle placed at the bottom of an aquarium, 
watching as a cat passes by. 


No, instead her eyes linger on me as if to say, 
“You're not so bad. I would do you.” 


I drink in that moment of appreciation, worried that I might 
banish it 
with questions of reality or imagination. 

I let my vision rest of her face for a moment more, 
careful not to snuff the tiny delicate budding flame 
with my ape-like hunger, 

Searching, searching her face for more. . . 

Her chiseled jaw, her heavy brow ridge, her angular features 
and pronounced Adam’s Apple all come together 
to rest a sympathetic hand on the shoulder of my soul 
and says, 


““She’s a man, baby. She’s a man.” 


Now, it is my eyes that dart away like tiny fish fleeing 
the open ocean of predators seeking shelter of the reef, 
peering at her from the safety if a shadowy grotto as 
she swims by, 
fearing some typical male pick-up line like, 
“Hey, baby. I love your slacks. 

They’d look great on the floor 
next to my bed.” 

She would never say something like that, 
but I don’t know her. 


Still, for me, as a middle-aged guy with receding hair, 
knobbly knees who can’t sing, can’t dance, 
I had to appreciate that charitable trace of desire from her, 
be it real or imagined. 


And I tell myself 
Next time, 
It could be a woman. 


onsuela Hypatia Caldwell 


I'm feeling the ridiculous thoughts behind sound bites; 
biting your ass as you choke on your own dialogue 


But I'm looking into acts of futility; that is my religion. 
I'm divorced from it all, as we look for acts of artificial meaning. 


You are my sense of self, regurgitating my image into the mirror; 
a reflection of who we were when things mattered. 


More things, more desperation for lost pieces of myself. 
You define me by the length of my emotional discharge, 


flooding your cup of knowledge, it's overflow going down the drain. 


It sinks with the weight of my heart taking you with me. 
But I've picked you up more than you remember. 


Picking the circumstance of your longing for me. 
My alter ego is your object of desire. 


Who I am is a mist, that follows in the wake of my own existence. 


I will feel lost in the expanding feeling of infinity. 
But I am yours forever. 


Please baby please, dive into the void with me. 
It's who we are and where we belong. 


Beast Stamp Stonewall 


Ginger Jorgental 


Beast stamp stonewall 
Circus clown fas 
Makeup smeared thick 


Plastic straws 
oa fortune 
501 OK 


Real girls wear pink 
Stay safe 
Do not speak 


Plastic on the ground 
Pick that u 
Take the threat away 


Splinters of wood 
Frozen flowers, love 
Cigarette butt, butt out. 


Real girls wear pink. 
Limit your contacts - 
eat, work, sleep. 


“Sit and spin” 

Red block zone 
Be safe and leave 
everyone alone. 


501 OK 
Love no one. 
Say “OK” 
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The obligatory smiley. 

It has to be added at the end. 

Otherwise, I'll get asked, ““What’s wrong?” 
And I’1l have to say, “nothing.” 

If I don’t, Pll have to sit through justifications 
and Ill end up saying, “I understand.” 

And you'll then say something with a lol, 
considering the air cleared. 

And I will too, because I won’t want to seem 
unreasonable. 

Better to get it over with. 

Better a cheerful smile, from the start 

and a lie that I can say to myself 

was Just a lie. 
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